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as the moon had done the night before, and made
pretty patterns of light and shade among the lime
trees by the river and lit up the front of the Electoral
Palace. We told one another, as we sauntered there,
with a good hour to spare for the train to Heidelberg,
that it was good to be in Germany and that the rain
had spoilt the Rhine for us.

Then at eleven-thirty this good-will was shattered,
I paid my bill. It was a monster, of Gothic height- and
fantasy. And, to crown all, they charged me twenty
per cent, for service, because, they said, the French
were still in the town. Twenty per cent! And on
that monstrous bill! Instantly, the sunlight faded
from the water-front, the Electoral Palace became a
stupid piece of eighteenth-century affectation, the
cathedral was nothing, and the Rhine was an over-
rated canal, a giant sham. We were overcharged for
the hotel bus to the station. The train to Heidel-
berg was full, and full of people who were too hot and
woolly. We could not have lunch (as we were told
we could have), because all the places had been taken
before we boarded the train. I said a bitter farewell
to that dirty streak in the distance, the Rhine, and
asked myself why I had been fool enough to come to
Germany. And all the time, at my elbow, there was
the ghost of a boy who had been this way before, a
happy fool, the dust on whose shoes I still remember.